Dead and Alive: 


This DIT TV out of Geceſterſbire was ſent, 


To Tondin, for to have it put 10 Print: 
There fore draw near, 2:1 liſten unto this, 
I: doth concern a Man that did, Amils 3 


And ſo to ſhun the Anger of is WIFE, 
ue thought with Pon ſon for to end his Life: 
Bur inſtead of Poyſon he drank Steck, 


| For which his Wife did ſoundly pays back. 


T 4 the Tune of, Old Fl:fh, xc. 


Þhrre was a Having Roper, 
ag I heard many tell, 
In Michat-Dancs fair fozreſt. 
in Gloceſterſhire did dwell » 
Some call'd him William * iſeman, 
ber in that they were to blame 
Gome call him Leonard Lack-, 
bur that was nor hig name; 
is name wes Simple Simon, 
as ir ig well agp, 2 
and amoneft his frienng and #049, 
he dearly was befow's : * 
be capor'd and he vepou“ , 
and he liv'd a merry t 
Bur ye: god Man at an men, 
he could not rule hig Wife. 


hig Wife ſhe- was a (997 on, 
that lob da cup of Bach. 
And Ge would tippie fondly 
behind her Mus band g back : 
A bottle ſhe had gurttn that 
maul d hold rwo quarts 02 mo: 


tut li l ił d with wine, fe hang' d ir 
behind her chamber don: 

and che told anto her Vus band, 
that it wag popſon (trong, 

And bad him nor to tough it, 
fo; fear of doing wrong : 

Tf. thou dink but one op o'r, 
(quoth ſbe) tile d the like; 

Therefoze in time take h, 
and be ruled by thy Mike. 


This Simon's wife had plenty 
of farting hogs and pios, 

cttith geeſe, ducks. hens, and turkies, 
that laid great ſcoze of eggs: 

Vath heap, and ſuch itke cattel, 

fine ems, and pritty lambs, 

which up and down the fozreft 
did fd and ſuck their dams ; 

She put truſt to her husband 
to lo unto them all, 

To kep them ſafe from danger; 
now mark what did befal ; 

Ie did his beſt endeavour - 
to ſhun all kindof rife, 

and per thong) range miBfo:tur;e, 
he couly not pleaſe His Wife, 


One mozairg the ſent him 
to fie id to keep her ſbœp. 
And charg'd Him to be wart hful, 
and take hed be did not fler p 
A peice of bꝛe au and butter 
ſhe gave hi iu in his Hand, 
cube ebyche made him promife. 
to do ag he did cemmand. 
Dat fee wha happtned 1a him, 
mytu he cart to the field, 


another day ſhe ſent f 
her ducks and geeſt to tend. 


and cyarg d m on her vieing, ” 
he ſhoul d no maze offend : 
Her gotns and Her chickens, 
wit Him the pur in truſt, 
ho to a dick and told them, 
{ the were twenty juſt: 
Bur a motul chance befel to 
po Simon befaze niaht, 
Foz ſeven of his chickens 
were t p:iConers by rhe kite: 
This vered him, and ic mate hint 
half weacyp ct 149 life, 
Foz he knew not what anſwer 
to make unto h Atte. 


Next moming when that Simoa 
was ſent to milk the cow, 

Another Frang? nnſþap there was 
done ta Ht by the ſom, 

F oz whilf that he was dz ding 
the little pips away, 

The ſow came into the dairy hou ſe, 
and Cwttl's up a'l rhe whey ; 
he cheeſe out of the checle-tat, 
ſhe did both tear and Hawl, 

And ſo thzew dow" the cream= pot, 
and made an end of all: 

aherewith the bur ter belly, 
and do tHe lot her li fe, 


Do coming to the bottle, A hops F a1 be at auler ö 
which A fpoke of bœoꝛe, let, 
he the — to hs poyſon,= | now I have lolt my life. 
which hung behind the do2 : 
vom d to dzink it all up, Wer take ron, are you popſun'd, 


and end hi wzerchen lite, 
Kather than live in rhzal dom 


with ſuch a carſcy ite. 


Do opening cf a window, which 
Food towards the South. 

Ye teak the bottle of ſack, 
and ſr; it ti his mouth: 

Now will I dzink this pop ſun, 
(quorh be) with all my heart; 

So chat rhe firſt dꝛaught he drunk ont, 
he ſwallowed near a quart: 

The \eeond time thit te ſet 
the batle to his ſnour, 

He never ett off ſwigging 
till he had ſuckt all out: 

Which done, he fell down backward, 
litze one bere kt of life, 

Trying ont, I now am pop ſoned 

by meangof my curſed cctite. 


Quoth he. A feel the poyſon 


now run thꝛough eber vein 
It rumblesg in my belly, i 


Indg90z Simon knew not what anſwer - and it tickles in my bzain ; 


to maks unto his Wife. 


when's tOife-rame in the airy houſe, 
and ſaw mat there was cone, 
A trons and fiercoencounter 
ſhe pzrſtatily begun; 
Ohe pulls him by» tie ears, 
and ſþe mung bim by the noſe, 
And che kickt him on the belly, 
wle the tears run down his hoſe, 
And the vow'd to be te venged 
before the mozrow dap, 
Foz all the bed Hf coickeng, 
which the kite hodcarricd ama: 
Wen Simon fHdaniazed, | 
being weary of his lite. 
Foa fe tod Man was tired, 
with his unruly ike, 


For wien that he pe=criacd 
his wike in (ucha ra: e, 
Nor kpoming ham, nos which wap 
der kur p to aware : 
He cunningly got from ber, 
akd to the chamber ment, 
Thinking hümſelk to poyſon, 
ko that was his intent; 


At 


eg in my ſtomach, 
and it molifles my heart. 
It piecceth though my members, 
and pet I feel no (mart : 
Would all that have curf wives, 
example take hereby, 
Fox I dye as ſweet a death ſure, 
ae eber man did dye: 
is bertet wich ſuch poyſon, 
to env a wzetched life, 
Then toli be and be tozmented 
with tuch a wicked wife. 


Now ſee what fotlomed after, 
his caife ky chance id walk, 

And coming by the window, 
ſhe her Simon talk 

and thinking on her botrte, 

e up the galt g did run, 

And came into rhe chamber, 
to ſte whar he had done; 

when ag ſhe ſa w her Hus band, 
Iping Dunk upon His back, 

And the bort“ lying by him, 
bat never a dgop of Lack : 

I am poxſon'd, Mam poyſon'd, 
auoth he, long of ing dite, 


. 


- His 
t hoꝛow 


The tg 


(quoth che) 1 now will drt ive, 
And do m beft endeavour 
to make au run altbe: 
With that a quill of pomder, 
te blem up in his noſe, 
Then like a Man turn d antick, 
he pzefently aroſe : 
So down the Cairs he t un ſtraight 
into the open frecr, 
Wirh hoping and mit h hollowing, 
to all that he did meet: 
And with aloud voice creed out, 
J am raiſed from death to life, 
I ꝝ virtue of a powder, that 
was Civen me by my Wife, 


Some Folks that did beholy him, 
wert in a grie bous fear, 
Foz ſreing of a Madman, 
they durſ not him comenear : 
He leaped and he skipped, 
thozow fair and rhozow foul, 
whilt the People gaz d upon him, 


like an owl : J 
Bite he folfowed after, |, 
thick, and thozow thin. 
And with a bafting cudgelt, 8 
ſhe ſoundly bang d his gkin : 
And thus pooz Simon crped out, 
I'm raiſed from death to life, 
By virtue of a pomber that 
was gi ven me by mp life. 


At ſaſt a Friend of Simon's, 
which was ro him ſome kin, 

Vp fair and kindperſmaſions, 
open d dont and let him in; 


De ſent fox S mon'g cuite, and 


ſo made them both godFfrienng, 
mho kindly kiſt each other, 

and ſo all di ſcoꝛd ends : 
hbours all rejoyced 

to fre them thus ac re , 
And _ a loving couple, 

to bed thep ment wth eeb; 
No doubt but e 

that niahr well pleeg d his Qi fe, 
For ever ſinte that time, he 

hath lid d a quiet lite. 
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